﻿Steps to the Stars
It was the evening of 4 July 1949. For Daniel Fry, a rocket test technician employed by Aerojet General Corporation at the vast and remote White Sands Proving Grounds in New Mexico, it was to be an Independence Day with a difference.
Fry had planned on going into the town of Las Cruces to celebrate with colleagues, but having missed the last motor pool bus, he went back to his room and began reading a textbook on heat transfer, a problem of considerable relevance to the design of rocket motors. 'I was soon to learn however,' said Fry, 'that the problems of heat transfer can become as uncomfortable physically as they are interesting academically.' At 20.00 the building's air-conditioning system apparently broke down and it became unbearably hot. He decided to go for a walk, hoping it would be cooler outside.
Heading in the direction of an old static test stand, where Aerojet at the time were mounting their largest rocket engine for tests, Fry then decided to take a different route that led off towards the base of the Organ Mountains. Scanning the evening sky, he was surprised to notice one star, then another, then two more, 'going out'. Suddenly, the outline of an object of some sort, blending with the dark blue of the sky, appeared to be headed in his direction. 'As it continued to come toward me, I felt a strong inclination to run,' he explained, 'but experience in rocketry had taught me that it is foolish to run from an approaching missile until you are sure of its trajectory, since there is no way to judge the trajectory of an approaching object if you are running.'
The object was now less than a few hundred feet away, moving more slowly and seeming to decelerate. Its shape was an oblate spheroid with a diameter at its largest part of about 30 feet. 'Somewhat reassured by its rapid deceleration,' continued Fry, 'I remained where I was and watched it glide, as lightly as a bit of thistledown floating in the breeze. About 70 feet away from where I was standing, it settled to the ground without the slightest bump or jar. Except for the crackling of the brush upon which it had settled, there had been no sound at all. For what seemed a long time . . . I stared at the now motionless object as a child might stare at the rabbit which a stage magician has just pulled from his hat. I knew it was impossible, but there it was!'
Fry had been employed for many years in the burgeoning field of astronautics, yet never before had he seen such a device. As Vice-President of Crescent Engineering and Research Company in California, for example, he developed a number of parts for the guidance system of the Atlas missile, while at Aerojet he was in charge of installation of instruments for missile control and guidance systems. 'Obviously, the intelligence and the technology that had designed and built this vehicle had found the answers to a number of questions which even our most advanced physicists have not yet learned to ask,' Fry commented. He then cautiously approached to within a few feet of the landed craft and listened for any sign of life or sound from within. There was none.
I began to circle slowly about the craft so that I could examine it more completely. It was . . . a spheroid, considerably flattened at the top and bottom. The vertical dimension was about 16 feet, and the horizontal dimension about 30 feet at the widest point, which was about seven feet from the ground. Its curvature was such that, if viewed from directly below, it might appear to be saucer-shaped, but actually it was more nearly like a soup bowl inverted over a sauce dish.
The dark blue tint which it had seemed to have when in the air was gone now, and the surface appeared to be of highly polished metal, silvery in color, but with a slight violet sheen. I walked completely around the thing without seeing any sign of doors, windows or even seams . . . I stepped forward and cautiously extended my index finger until it touched the metal surface. It was only a few degrees above the air temperature, but it had a quality of smoothness that seized my attention at once. It was simply impossible to produce any friction between my fingertip and the metal. No matter how firmly I pressed my finger on the metal, it drifted around on the surface as though there were a million tiny ball-bearings between my finger and the metal. I then began to stroke the metal with the palm of my hand, and could feel a slight but definite tingling in the tips of my fingers and the heel of my palm.
THE VOICE
Suddenly, a loud male voice came out of nowhere: 'Better not touch the hull, pal, it's still hot!' Shocked, Fry leaped backwards several feet, catching his heel in a low bush and sprawling full length in the sand. Something like a low chuckle was heard, then the voice came back: 'Take it easy, pal, you're among friends.' Recovering himself, Fry looked around for some person or gadget from which the voice came, but could see none. He complained to the voice that it should turn the volume down. 'Sorry, buddy, but you were in the process of killing yourself and there wasn't time to diddle with controls,' came the response. 'Do you mean the hull is highly radioactive?' asked Fry. 'If so, I am much too close.'
'It isn't radioactive in the sense that you use the word,' replied the voice. 'I used the term "hot" because it was the only one I could think of in your language to explain the condition. The hull has a field about it which repels all other matter. Your physicists would describe the force involved as the "anti" particle of the binding energy of the atom.' The 'voice' expounded at length, and one must wonder at how Fry could have recalled so much detail:
When certain elements such as platinum are properly prepared and treated with a saturation exposure to a beam of very high-energy photons, the anti-binding energy particle will be generated outside the nucleus. Since these particles tend to repel each other, as well as all other matter, they, like the electron, tend to migrate to the surface of the metal where they manifest as a repellent force. The particles have a fairly long half-life, so that the normal cosmic radiation received by the craft when in space is sufficient to maintain an effective charge. The field is very powerful at molecular distances but, like the binding energy, it follows the seventh power law so that the force becomes negligible a few microns away from the surface of the hull.
Perhaps you noticed that the hull seemed unusually smooth and slippery. That is because your flesh did not actually come into contact with the metal but was held a short distance from it by the repulsion of the field. We use the field to protect the hull from being scratched or damaged during landings. It also lowers air friction greatly when it becomes necessary to travel at high speed through any atmosphere. The field produces an almost perfect laminar flow of air or any gas about the craft, and little heat is generated or transmitted to the hull.
But how would this kill me?' asked Fry. 'I did touch the hull and felt only a slight tingle in my hand. And what did you mean by that remark about my language? You sound pretty much American to me.'
Replying to the first question, the voice explained that Fry would have probably died within a few months from exposure to the 'force field', which produces 'what you would describe as "antibodies"' in the blood stream that are absorbed by the liver, causing the latter to become greatly enlarged and congested. 'In your case,' continued the voice, 'the exposure was so short and over such a small area that you are not in any great danger, although you will probably feel some effects sooner or later, provided, of course, that your biological functions are similar to ours, and we have good reason to believe they are.' The voice continued:
As to your second question, I am not an American such as you, nor even an Earthian', although my present assignment requires me to become both. The fact that you believed me to be one of your countrymen is a testimonial to the effort I have expended to learn and to practise your language. If you talked with me for any length of time, however, you would begin to notice that my vocabulary is far from complete, and many of my words would seem outdated and perhaps obsolete. As a matter of fact, I have never yet set foot upon your planet. It will require at least four more of your years for me to become adapted to your environment, including your stronger gravity, [and] your atmosphere . . . I will also require the complete co-operation of someone like yourself who is already a resident of the planet.
Fry stood silently for what seemed a long time, attempting to come to terms with the profound implications of what he had seen and heard. The conversation then continued, with Fry asking a variety of questions, the first dealing with his reactions to the experience. The voice was encouraging:
One of the purposes of this visit is to determine the basic adaptability of the Earth's peoples, particularly your ability to adjust your minds quickly to conditions and concepts completely foreign to your customary modes of thought. Previous expeditions by our ancestors, over a period of many centuries, met with almost total failure in this respect. This time there is hope that we may find minds somewhat more receptive so that we may assist you in the progress, or at least in the continued existence of your race . . . The fact that, in spite of being in circumstances completely unique in your experience, you are listening calmly to my voice and making logical replies is the best evidence that your mind is of the type we hoped to find.
Fry thanked the voice, but pointed out that this statement implied that he was to be used in some project involving the advancement of the people of Earth. 'Why me?' he asked. 'Is it just because I accidentally happened to be here when you landed? I could easily put you in touch with a number of men right here at the test base who could be of far more value to you than I.'
'Perhaps they could,' came the reply, 'but would they?'
If you think you are here by accident, you greatly underestimate our abilities. Why do you think the dispatcher at your motor pool gave you incorrect information? Why did you think your air-conditioning system had failed tonight when, as a matter of fact, it was functioning perfectly? Why do you think you turned off on this small road, when your intention had been to go to your static test stand? And finally, why do you think you changed your mind about going back to your base to report [as had been Fry's initial intention] the arrival of our sampling carrier? It is seldom that we superimpose our will upon that of others . . . but this is a case of such urgency for your people that we felt an exception to the rule was warranted . . .
The voice went on to request Fry's assistance in a planned programme for 'the welfare, and in fact for the preservation of' Earth's people. Several years would pass, Fry was told, before his services would be required. 'We will be glad to offer you a short test flight in the sampling craft if it will help you to decide that we are what we say, and that our technology has much for you to learn,' said the voice, and continued:
The craft is a remotely controlled sampling device, or cargo carrier, and while I am speaking through its communication system, I am not in it. I am in a much larger deep space transport ship, or what you would call a 'Mother Ship'. At present, it is some 900 of your miles above the surface of your planet, which is as close as ships of this size are permitted to approach any planet with an appreciable atmosphere. The cargo craft is being used to bring us samples of your atmosphere so that my lungs may gradually become accustomed to it . . .
All of the previous atmosphere that was in the craft was allowed to escape while it was in space, by the opening of the remotely controlled valve in the top. There is now an almost perfect vacuum inside. When the port is again opened, which I shall do now, your air will rush in to fill the craft, and we will have a large-scale sample of your atmosphere, together with any microorganisms which may be present in it. We need these also, for study and for immunization. Your breathing of the atmosphere during this short demonstration flight will, of course, distort this particular sample somewhat, but we will have ample opportunity to obtain others before my adaptation to the environment of your planet is complete.
INSIDE THE CRAFT
A sound — partly a hiss and partly a murmur — came from the top of the craft. This lasted for about 15 seconds, then all became quiet again. 'Any port large enough to have filled a ship of that size with air in 15 seconds should have produced quite a roar,' Fry reasoned. 'I realized then that the walls of the ship were almost, if not entirely, soundproof, and since most of the sound of the entering air would be produced, inside, very little would be audible outside.'
A single click was then heard coming from the lower wall of the craft, and a section of the lower side of the hull moved back on itself for a few inches then moved sideways, disappearing into the wall of the hull and leaving an oval-shaped opening about five feet in height and some three feet in width at its widest point. Fry walked towards the hatch and, ducking slightly, went inside the craft. With his feet still on the ground, owing to the curvature of the craft, he looked around.
The compartment into which I was looking occupied only a small portion of the interior of the ship. It was a room about nine feet deep and seven feet wide, with a floor about 16 inches above the ground and a ceiling between six and seven feet above the floor. The walls were slightly curved and the intersections of the walls were bevelled so that there were no sharp angles or corners . . .
The room contained four seats; they looked much like our modern body contour chairs, except that they were somewhat smaller . . . The seats faced the opening in which I was standing, and were arranged in two rows of two each in the center of the room, leaving an aisle between the seats and either wall. In the center of the rear wall, where it joined the ceiling, there was a small box or cabinet with a tube and what appeared to be a lens arrangement. It was somewhat similar to a small motion picture camera or projector, except that no film spools or other moving parts were visible. Light was coming from the lens. It was not a beam of light such as would have come from a projector, but a diffused glow . . . it still furnished ample light for comfortable seeing in the small compartment
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Fig. 3. A diagram of the remotely-controlled craft.
Fry noted that the seats and the light seemed to be the only furnishings in an otherwise bare metal room. Not a very inviting cabin,' he thought, 'looks more like a cell.'
'It's only a sampling carrier,' said the voice, in response to Fry's unspoken thought, 'and was not really designed or intended to carry passengers: the small compartment was designed for emergencies only, but you will find the seats quite comfortable. Step in and take a seat if you wish to make this test flight.'
Fry stepped up on to the floor and headed towards the nearest seat. As he did so, he heard a click as the door began to slide out of the recess in the wall behind him. 'Instinctively, I turned as though to leap out to the comparative safety of the open desert behind me, but the door was already closed. If this was a trap, I was in it now, and there was no point in struggling against the inevitable.'
'Where would you like to go?' asked the voice, now seeming to come from all around Fry, rather than beside him, as before. 'I don't know how far you can take me in whatever time you have,' he replied. 'And since this compartment has no windows, it won't matter which way we go, as Iwon't be able to see anything.'
'You will be able to see,' came the reply, 'at least, as much as you could see from any of your vehicles in the air at night. If you would like a suggestion, we can take you over the city of New York and return you here in about 30 minutes. At an elevation of about 20 of your miles, the light patterns of your major cities take on an especially fascinating appearance which we have never seen in connection with any other planet.'
'To New York — and back — in 30 minutes?' retorted Fry. 'Your minutes must be very different from ours. New York is 2,000 miles from here. A round trip would be 4,000 miles. To do it in half an hour would require a speed of 8,000 miles per hour! How can you produce and apply energies of that order in a craft like this, and how can I take the acceleration? You don't even have belts on these seats!'
'You won't feel the acceleration at all,' came the reassuring reply. 'Just take a seat and I will start the craft . . .
Fry took the seat nearest to the door and found it to be quite comfortable. 'The material of which it was made felt like foam rubber with a vinylite covering. However, there were no seams or joints such as an outer covering would require, so the material, whatever it was, probably had been moulded directly into its frame in a single operation.'
ON RENDERING MATERIALS TRANSLUCENT
'I will now turn off the compartment light and activate the viewing beam,' said the voice. For a moment the room became completely dark. Then a beam of light came from the projector. 'The beam, or the part of it which was visible at all, was a deep violet, at the very top of the visible spectrum,' Fry explained. The beam was focused so as to exactly cover the door through which I had come, and under its influence the door became totally transparent. It was as though I were looking through the finest type of plate glass or lucite window.'
As the voice went on to say that a few of the basic technical principles would be explained, Fry began to realize that the words he had been hearing were probably not coming to his ears as sound waves but seemed to be originating directly in his brain. The voice continued:
As you see, the door has become transparent. This startles you because you are accustomed to thinking of metals as being completely opaque. However, ordinary glass is just as dense as many metals and harder than most, and yet transmits light quite readily. Most matter is opaque to light because the photons of light are captured and absorbed in the electron orbits of the atoms through which they pass. This capture will occur whenever the frequency of the photon matches one of the frequencies of the atom. The energy thus stored is soon re-emitted, but usually in the infra-red portion of the spectrum, which is below the range of visibility, and so cannot be seen as light
There are several ways in which matter can be made transparent, or at least translucent.
One method is to create a field matrix between the atoms which will tend to prevent the photon from being absorbed. Such a matrix develops in many substances during crystalization. Another is to raise the frequency of the photon above the highest absorption frequency of the atoms. The beam of energy which is now acting upon the metal of the door is what you would call a 'frequency multiplier'. The beam penetrates the metal and acts upon any light that reaches it in such a way that the resulting frequency is raised to that between the ranges which you describe as the 'X-ray' and the 'Cosmic Ray' spectrums. At these frequencies, the waves pass through the metal quite readily. Then, when these leave the metal on the inner side of the door, they again interact with the viewing beam, producing what you would describe as 'beat frequencies' which are identical with the original frequencies of the light. As a rough analogy, the system could be compared to the carrier wave of one of your radio broadcasting stations, except that the modulation is applied 'upstream' as it were, instead of at the source of the carrier.
EARTH'S BROADCASTS MONITORED
Fry remarked that, for one who had never set foot on Earth, his unseen host seemed extraordinarily familiar with our terrestrial technology. 'You are underestimating our technology,' came the reply.
You have no idea of the amount of close-range observation to which your planet has been subjected by passing space craft during the past few generations. The radio messages and programs which you continually hurl into space can readily be monitored by our receiving equipment, at distances equal to several times the diameter of your solar system. Within such a volume of space there will always be at least a few ships either passing through the system or pausing to store up energy from its solar radiation. Any data received from earthly broadcasts which is considered to be of potential interest to other races will be recorded and relayed to more distant receiving points which will relay in turn, until the data is ultimately available to much of the galaxy.
LIFT-OFF
The voice announced the imminent departure of the craft. 'A moment later, the ground suddenly fell away from the ship with almost incredible rapidity,' said Fry. 'I did not feel the slightest sense of motion myself, and the ship seemed to be as steady as a rock . . . the lights of the army base at the proving ground, which had been hidden by a low hill, instantly came into sight . . . A few seconds later the lights of the town of Las Cruces came into view . . . and I knew that we must have risen at least 1,000 feet in those few seconds. The ship was rotating slightly to my left as it rose, and I was able to see the highway from Las Cruces to El Paso [Texas] . . . I could even distinguish the very thin dark line of the Rio Grande . . . The surface of the Earth appeared to be glowing with a slightly greenish phosphorescence. The sky outside the ship had become much darker, and the stars seemed to have doubled in brilliance.' He assumed that the craft had now entered the stratosphere, in which case an altitude of more than 10 miles must have been attained in no more than 20 seconds, and without the slightest sense of acceleration.
'You are now about 13 miles above the surface,' announced the voice, 'and you are rising at about one half-mile per second. We have brought you up rather slowly so that you might have a better opportunity to view your cities from the air. We will take you up 35 miles for the horizontal flight . . .
GRAVITATIONAL FIELDS
The voice explained the question of acceleration and why it had no effect on the occupants of their craft; a question 'which seems to have come up quite often in the minds of the men of science, and many others of your people'.
Whenever our sampling devices or landing vehicles have been observed by them, and when the velocities and acceleration are described, disbelief is always apparent . . . This has been one of the causes of disappointment to us in our evaluation of the intelligence of the people of Earth . . . The answer is simply that the force which we use to accelerate our vehicles is identical in nature to a gravitational field. It acts, not only upon every atom of the vehicle, but equally upon every atom of mass that is within it, including the mass of the pilot and any passengers. Regardless of the intensity of the field therefore, every particle of mass within the influence of the field is in a uniform state of acceleration or, as you would term it, free fall, with respect to the field. Under these circumstances acceleration has no effect upon the vehicle or anything within it.
'But in that case,' asked Fry, 'why am I not floating around in the air as things are supposed to do in a missile that is in free fall?' Back came the answer:
Before the ship's own field was generated, it was resting upon the earth, and you were resting upon the seat. There was a force of one gravity acting between your body and your seat. Since the force which accelerates both the ship and your body acts in exact proportion to the mass, and since the Earth's gravity continues to act upon both, the original force between your body and the seat will remain constant except that it will decrease as the force of gravity of the planet decreases with distance. When traveling between planetary or stellar bodies far from any natural gravity source, we find it necessary, for practical reasons, to reproduce this force artificially
The gravity to which we are accustomed is but little more than one-half that of Earth. It is one of the reasons that it will require so much time for one of us to become completely acclimatized to your environment. If I were to land now upon your planet, I could tolerate the doubled gravitational force for a time but the double weight of all my internal organs would cause them to be displaced downward, seriously hampering their functions. The difference in blood pressure between head and feet when standing erect would be double that to which we are accustomed, and there would be several other complications . . . If, on the other hand, I remain in my own ship, the gravitational force to which I am subject can be increased by small but regular increments: the supporting tissues will gradually increase in size and strength until, eventually, your gravity will become as normal to me as my own is now.
Fry asked for an explanation of the craft's propulsion system, specifically as it related to the tremendous amount of energy presumably required to accelerate the ship to such fantastic velocities. The voice began by saying that there were several concepts and words which did not yet exist in human vocabulary, or even in human consciousness, to allow for a complete explanation. But after several analogies by way of simplification, he continued:
The large drum-like structure just above the central bulkhead is the differential accumulator. It is essentially a storage battery that is capable of being charged from a number of natural energy sources. We can charge it from the energy banks of our own ship, but this is seldom necessary. In your stratosphere, for example, there are several layers of ionized gas which, although they are rarefied, are also highly charged. By placing the ship in a planetary orbit at this level, it is able to collect, during each orbit, several times the energy required to place it in orbit. It would also, of course, collect a significant number of high-energy electrons from the Sun.
By the term 'charging the differential accumulator' I merely mean that a potential difference is created between two poles of the accumulator. The accumulator material has available free electrons in quantities beyond anything of which you could conceive. The control mechanism allows these electrons to flow through various segments of the force rings which you see at the top and bottom of the craft . . . The tremendous surge of electrons through the force rings creates a very strong magnetic field. Since the direction and amplitude of the flow can be controlled through either ring, and in several paths through a single ring, we can create a field which oscillates in a pattern of very precisely controlled modes. In this way we can create magnetic resonance between the two rings or between the several segments of a single ring.
As you know, any magnetic field which is changing in intensity will create an electric field which, at any given instant, is equal in amplitude, opposite in sign and perpendicular to the magnetic field. If the two fields become mutually resonant, a vector force will be generated. Unless the amplitude and the frequency of the resonance are quite high, the vector field will be very small, and may pass unnoticed. However, the amplitude of the vector field increases at a greater rate than the two fields which generate it and, at high resonance levels, becomes very strong. The vector field, whose direction is perpendicular to each of the other two, creates an effect similar to, and in fact identical with, a gravitational field.
If the center of the field coincides with the craft's center of mass, the only effect will be to increase the inertia, or mass, of the craft. If the center of mass does not coincide with the center of force, the craft will tend to accelerate toward that center. Since the system which creates the field is a part of the ship, it will, of course, move with the ship, and will continue constantly to generate a field whose center of attraction is just ahead of the ship's center of mass, so that the ship will continue to accelerate as long as the field is generated . . . To slow or stop the craft, the controls are adjusted so that the field is generated with its center just behind the center of mass, so that negative acceleration will result.
UNCONVENTIONAL COMMUNICATION
'Incidentally,' remarked Fry at one point, 'I don't even know your name, or do you people not have given names?'
'We have names, though there is seldom any occasion to use them among ourselves. If I become a member of your race, I shall use the name Alan, which is a common name in your country and is nearly the same as my given name, which is pronounced as though it were spelled "Ahlahn".'
Alan said that, whenever it became necessary, Fry would be contacted again, though not necessarily by conventional means. 'We have recorded your exact frequency pattern,' he said (a method reported by Albert Coe), and went on briefly to discuss mental telepathy, or 'extra-sensory perception':
In the first place, it isn't extra-sensory at all. It is just as much a part of the body's normal perception equipment as any of the others, except that during one phase of the development of the race it falls into disuse because it is a rather public form of communication, and during this phase of development the individual requires a considerable degree of privacy in his words and thoughts. Most of your animals use the sense to a greater degree than your people, and for some of your insects, it is the only form of communication .
Communication could also be established by means of small, remotely controlled probes, as well as directly, using 'electronic beam modulation of the auditory nerve', Alan claimed.
FREE FALL
Prior to Alan's elaborate explanation of propulsion, the craft had flown over New York City — at a reduced height of 20 miles and a reduced velocity of 600 m.p.h., affording Fry an excellent view. 'The differing temperatures of the various air strata beneath me,' he wrote, 'caused the lights to twinkle violently, so that the entire city was a sea of pulsing, shimmering luminescence.'
Before the return trip, Alan offered Fry the chance of experiencing 'free fall'. 'To reach this condition fully under the present circumstances would be somewhat dangerous,' said Alan, 'but we can approach it closely enough so that while you will still retain some stability, you will experience the sensation of weightlessness.'
'Instantly the compartment light came on,' said Fry. 'While I was attempting to adjust my eyes to the light, my stomach suddenly leaped upward toward my chest.' Although having been through steep dives and sharp pullouts in aircraft, and ridden in many devices at amusement parks, he had never experienced anything like this.
'There was no sensation of falling. It simply felt as though my organs, having been released from a heavy strain, were springing upward like elastic bands when released from tension . . . In a few seconds I felt almost normal again.' Pushing down with his hands on the seat, he then rose slowly to the ceiling, though his body rotated and tipped forward so that he came to rest with his knees on the chair and his eyes only a few inches from the back cushion.
PLANETARY INDEPENDENCE
Fry was rather shocked to notice a very earthly symbol imprinted on the material of his seat. It was that of the tree and the serpent — the caduceus. 'It is found, in one form or another, in the legends, the inscriptions and the carvings of virtually every one of our early races,' he said. 'It has always seemed to me a peculiarly earthly symbol, and it was startling to see it appear from the depths of space, or from whatever planet you call home.' Alan responded:
It is difficult even to outline, in a few minutes of discussion, the events of many centuries. For it has been centuries since we have called any planet home. The space ships upon which we live, and work and learn, have been our only home for generations. Like all space-dwelling races, we are now essentially independent of planets. Some of our craft are very large, judged by your standards, since they are many times larger than your largest ships. We have no personal need to approach or land upon any planet, except occasionally to obtain raw materials for new construction, and that we usually obtain from asteroids or uninhabited satellites [moons].
Our ships are closed systems. That is, all matter within the craft remains there; nothing is emitted, ejected or lost from it. We have learned simple methods of reducing all compounds to their elements, and for recombining them in any form . . . For example, we breathe in the same manner as you do
That is, our lungs take in oxygen from the air, and some of that oxygen is converted to carbon-dioxide in the body processes. Therefore, the air in our ship is constantly passed through solutions which contain plant-like organisms which absorb carbon-dioxide, use the carbon in their own growth, and return the oxygen to the air. Eventually those plants become one of our foods . . .
It may be difficult for you to conceive of a race of intelligent beings who spend all of their lives within the relatively restricted confines of a space ship. You may even be inclined to feel pity for such a race. We, on the other hand, are inclined to feel pity for the relatively primitive races which are still confined to the surface of a single planet, where they are unable to control . . . earthquakes, floods, tornadoes, tidal waves, blizzards, drought, and a dozen other hazards .
While our bodies seldom leave the ship, our technology has provided us with almost unlimited extensions of our senses so that . . . we can be intimately present at any time and at any place which we may choose, providing that the place is within a few thousand miles of our ship. Through a portion of our technology which your race has not yet begun to acquire, we are able to generate and apply simple forces at points quite remote from our craft. Our abilities may be somewhat startling and incredible to some of your people but they are not actually as startling and incredible as the scientific knowledge and abilities your people now have, compared to those which your ancestors possessed a few hundred years ago . . .
A COMMON ANCESTRY
Alan explained that the symbol of the tree and the serpent was not unique to Earth. It is a natural one, 'perhaps because life is said to originate in the waters of a planet, and the undulations of a serpent are a convenient symbol for the waves of a sea. The tree is almost always the symbol of life, beginning in the sea, rising to the atmosphere, and finally into space.' But there was another factor, he added, that perhaps was significant.
Your people, and some of mine, including myself, have, at least in part, a common ancestry. Tens of thousands of years ago, some of our ancestors lived upon this planet, Earth. There was, at that time, a small continent in a part of the now sea-covered area which you have named the Pacific Ocean. Some of your ancient legends refer to this sunken land mass as the 'Lost Continent of Lemuria, or Mu'.
Our ancestors had built a great empire and a mighty science upon this continent. At the same time, there was another rapidly developing race upon a land mass in the south-west portion of the present Atlantic Ocean. In your legends, this continent has been named Atlantis. There was rivalry between the two cultures, in their material and technological progress. It was friendly at first, but became bitter . . . In a few centuries their science had passed the point which your race has reached. Not content with releasing a few crumbs of the binding energy of the atom, as your science is now doing, they had learned to rotate entire masses upon the energy axis. Energies equal to 75 million of your kilowatt hours were released by the conversion of a bit of matter about the mass of one of your copper pennies.
With the increasing bitterness between the two races . . . it was inevitable that they would eventually destroy each other. The energies released in that destruction were beyond all human imagination. They were sufficient to cause major shifts in the surface configuration of the planet, and the resulting nuclear radiation was so intense and so widespread that the entire surface became virtually unfit for habitation, for a number of generations.
RETURN TO EARTH
Alan told Fry that further discussion had to await another meeting, as time was up and they had landed back at White Sands. 'It is on the ground now, and I will open the door,' he said. 'We will wait until you are a little distance from the craft before we retrieve it . . . Take care of yourself until we return.'
Dazed after such a fantastic experience, Fry stepped down and stumbled several paces through the sand before turning to look at the craft.
The door had closed behind me and, as I turned, a horizontal band of orange-colored light appeared about the central, or widest part of the ship, and it leaped upward as though it had been released from a catapult. The air rushing in to replace that which had been displaced upward impelled me a full step forward and almost caused me to lose my balance. I managed to keep my eyes on the craft while the band of light went through the colors of the spectrum from orange to violet. As the light went through the violet band, the craft had risen several thousands of feet in the air, and I could follow it no longer.
Fry then became thoroughly depressed. It was as if his life's work had lost all significance. 'A few hours before, I had been a rather self-satisfied engineer, setting up instruments for the testing of one of the largest rocket motors in existence. While I realized that my part in the project was a small one, I felt that, through my work, I was traveling in the forefront of progress. Now I knew that rocket motors . . . had been obsolete for thousands of years. I felt like a small and insignificant cog in a clumsy and backward science, which was moving toward its own destruction.'
Fry did not report or mention his experience to anyone, partly because he had tacitly given his agreement to Alan not to do so, and also because he was convinced no one would believe him. He continued rather unenthusiastically with his work, testing various types and sizes of rocket motor. Alan had said he would return in a few months, and Fry grew restless. After the first series of tests were completed, he went back home to California, then returned to the base for a second series of tests.
One evening, after Fry had driven from his quarters at the 'H' building to the test site's instrument room, he saw an unusual glowing object, about a foot in diameter. Walking towards it, he suddenly heard Alan's voice, as if beside him. 'Yes, Dan, it's ours. Since we are not using the sampling craft now, we thought it best to send down a small communications amplifier. We could get along without it, but it does [reduce] the chance of error in our communications almost to zero.' After allowing Fry to calm down following the shock, Alan went on to explain that he would eventually be able to successfully adapt his body to Earth's environment, but that he would need help.
'If you do not wish to assist us,' he continued, 'all memory of this meeting and the previous one will be erased from your mind . . . If, on the other hand, you do decide to assist us, you may find yourself in a situation that is not easy to endure . . . The only reward we can promise you is the inward satisfaction of having assisted in the survival of your race, and the acquisition of considerable knowledge and understanding that you would not otherwise be able to gain.' Fry gave his consent.
Alan first asked Fry to gather a number of textbooks dealing with the English language and mathematics. Regarding the latter, Alan explained that his system was based on multiples of 12, rather than 10, and that it would take him a while to master the 'new' system. These textbooks, he said, should be placed on a certain ledge at the test stand, where they would be 'collected' by a small sampling device, then analysed, copied, and returned 24 hours later. The arrangement worked well. On several occasions, Fry obtained books (including the Bible) for Alan from the base library, and on each occasion they were returned safely.
FURTHER COMMUNICATION
It was not until April 1954 that Alan once again re-established communications with Daniel Fry. At the time, Fry was relaxing in his retreat, deep in the woods of southern Oregon. As before, Alan was not present in person, but his voice was unmistakable. No device was used on this occasion; instead, communication was supposedly achieved directly via 'electronically boosted telepathy'.
Alan began by admonishing Fry for not having spoken publicly about his experience. Fry replied that, in the first place, he was afraid that any report by him might endanger Alan's proposed visit to Earth; secondly, he was unknown, apart from within the rocket industry. How therefore could he reach the people?
'Those who are not blind to the truth can recognize the value of a message regardless of the status of the messenger,' Alan responded. 'Our estimate of four years for adaptation to your environment was overoptimistic. The actual time will be closer to five. In the meantime, one of your major problems is becoming critical. Unless some small balancing force is applied in the right quarters, your entire civilization may wipe itself out . . . before we are in a position to be of assistance.'
Fry was asked to write down his experiences in a book, and to repeat through newspapers, radio and television what he had learned. 'You don't realize what you are asking,' said Fry. 'If I attempt to make public the information you have given me, it will only mean that I will be scorned and ridiculed . . . If I give a statement to our newspapers, they will either ignore it or print a comic distorted version.'
'Of course you will be ridiculed,' was the reply. 'Ridicule is the protective barrier which the timid or the ignorant erect between themselves
and any possibility which frightens or disturbs them . . . It is the price exacted from every individual who is as much as one step in advance of his fellows.'
'Why don't you just set a small landing craft down on the White House lawn some morning, ask for worldwide communications facilities, and give your information and advice to the whole world at once?' asked Fry. 'Such a simple solution is only wishful thinking on your part,' replied Alan. 'If you think a little, you will see that there are many reasons . . . why such a course would not be successful.'
. . . If we were to appear as members of a superior race, coming from 'above' to lead the people of your world, our arrival would seriously disrupt the ego balance of your society. Tens of millions of your people, in their desperate need to avoid being demoted to second place in the universe, would go to any lengths to disprove, or simply deny, our existence. If we took steps to force the acceptance of our reality upon their consciousness, about 30 per cent of the people would insist upon considering us as Gods, and would attempt to place upon us all responsibility for their own welfare. This is a responsibility we would not be permitted to assume, even if we were able to discharge it . Most of the remaining 70 per cent would adopt the belief that we were planning to enslave their world, and many would begin to seek means to destroy us. If any great and lasting good is to come from our efforts, they must be led by your own people, or at least by those who are accepted as such . . .
INFILTRATION
To travel about the Earth, Alan explained, he would of course require a passport (!) — unobtainable without a birth certificate. 'Since my origin was actually extraterrestrial, there is no legal way in which I can obtain either a birth certificate or a passport, yet I must have both,' he said. 'It was therefore necessary to find a County Registrar who could understand the need for my being here, and be willing to assist, even at some risk to himself . . . We will arrange for you to meet him, and you must become well acquainted since it will be up to you to conduct the negotiations.' He continued: 
We have made a careful analysis of the steps to be taken so that I may move easily, and unnoticed, among your people . . . I must have a profession, or at least a gainful occupation, preferably one which is generally known to and accepted by the public, but which is normally conducted in private . . . The ideal occupation would be that of a purchasing agent in an international trading concern. Such a position would furnish a means of livelihood, a good background cover, and an excellent excuse to visit other countries whenever it might become necessary. It would also provide a non-political contact with most of the governments of your world, since every country, whether friendly or not, has things which it wishes either to buy or to sell.
Another problem would involve opening a bank account. 'It seems that most of your money systems are related to the value of gold,' Alan went on. 'I will therefore arrange to have a few pounds of the metal delivered to you here, so that you can exchange it for your currency and open an account in my name.'
Not gold,' Fry objected. 'Gold has too many legal strings attached, and anyone who offers it for sale must be able to prove its source. If you happen to have some small ingots of platinum handy, they will do nicely. The demand for platinum somewhat exceeds the supply, so that it is not difficult to sell, and its present value is several times that of gold.'
'Very well,' agreed Alan, 'platinum it will be, although it seems strange to think of it as having so much value among your people . . . While platinum is an excellent substance for the plating of surfaces that will be exposed to corrosion, and most of our space ships are plated with it, it has few other uses in our technology.'
THE SURVIVORS
During this same lengthy communication in April 1954, Alan described what had happened to the survivors of the devastating conflict that had destroyed an entire civilization tens of thousands of years ago. On a high plateau in what is now Tibet, six of the surviving aerial craft were landed by their crews, to determine the fate of the survivors:
It was suggested that an attempt be made to reach another planet. The aerial craft then in use were capable of traveling in space, and had frequently been used to reach elevations of hundreds of miles, but no attempt had yet been made to leap the vast gulf between the planets, and the crew members were far from certain that such an attempt could succeed.
The planet which you now know as Mars was then in conjunction with the Earth, and preliminary estimates seemed to indicate that the crossing could be made. At that time, the surface conditions of temperature, atmosphere, water, etc. were somewhat better suited for human survival than the conditions your astronomers report to exist today. A vote was taken, and the members of the crews of four of the craft elected to take the huge gamble in the hope of preserving, thereby, at least a portion of the culture of the race. The remaining crews decided to remain on Earth. They believed that, because of the elevation of the plateau on which they were gathered, and the relatively low level of radiation at that point, they could continue to live in this area without suffering complete physical or mental degeneration in themselves or their descendants.
I can see the question forming in your mind, so I will explain that this race had achieved perfect equality of the sexes, and both were equally represented in this council, and in the crews of the ships. Of the four craft which essayed the great leap, three arrived safely at their destination. There is no record in our history as to the fate of the fourth. For many generations the grim struggle for survival demanded the entire time and energy of the people . . . As the battle for survival against the harsh environment was gradually won, the development of the material science resumed its normal pattern, and technology spurted ahead. With the lessons of the past constantly before the people, however, the material values were carefully maintained in their proper relationship to the social and spiritual values.
'The greatest need of your race, your civilization and your society today,' concluded Alan, 'is simple, basic understanding between man and his fellow man, between nation and nation, and between all men and that greater power and intelligence that pervades and controls all nature. Understanding is the key to survival for your race . . .'1
DISCUSSION
Was Dan Fry really taken for a ride — or was he taking us for a ride? I have dwelled at length on his story for two reasons: first, because I believe it to be fundamental to the understanding of certain extraterrestrial encounters; secondly, because I believe the story to be essentially true. That is not to say that I accept it unreservedly. There are a number of Fry's claims that require critical commentary.
I first met Fry in the early 1970s during a tour of the United States as a violinist with the London Symphony Orchestra. Then, in August 1976, he invited my friend and co-researcher Louise (Lou) Zinsstag and me to stay with him and his wife Florence at their home in Tonopah, Arizona. I recall that the temperature at the time went up as high as 113 degrees Fahrenheit, though, mercifully, the dry desert air made it feel less so. Dan and Florence were very kind hosts and gave us a lot of their time.
During the stay, which lasted nearly a week, I asked Dan many questions about his claims. In the first place, I wanted to know why he is listed, in most of his publications, as 'Dr Daniel Fry', holding a 'Ph.D. from St Andrews College of London, England'. There is no such college in London; furthermore, the ludicrous 'dignity degree' of 'Doctor of Philosophy (Cosmism)' was conferred on him in April 1960 by the 'St Andrews Ecumenical University Intercollegiate', as was evident when I saw the framed 'degree' in his home. Enquiries by Philip Klass, a vocal sceptic, revealed that the college was 'a sort of correspondence school', where anyone could apply for a Ph.D. by submitting a thesis and paying a modest fee.2
'I don't think that you could buy a degree there,' Dan replied. 'I certainly never paid anything for this one, neither was I ever asked to. It was given for the material in the first edition of my book, Steps to the Stars.'
But Dan,' I argued, 'a Ph.D. is normally associated with a recognized university. You can surely sympathize with scientists when they become suspicious of a man who is trying to make his Ph.D. look like an accredited doctorate?'
'I've never attempted to make it look like that, it's been others who have done that,' he answered, somewhat defensively. 'It doesn't make any difference to me.'
It may not have made any difference to Fry, but by allowing the phoney Ph.D. to appear on the jackets of his books and publications, as well as on his stationery, it certainly made a huge difference to the degree of acceptance of his claims by the scientific community. Interestingly, though, Steps to the Stars 3 was taken seriously by at least one scientist. A letter to Fry from Parry Moon, Professor of Electrical Engineering at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology (a copy of which is in my possession) endorses the book thus:
Your book, Steps to the Stars, was called to my attention by Alexander Mebane [who] had written a caustic criticism [and] I'm afraid I offended him by disagreeing completely with his analysis . . . Steps to the Stars seemed to me an admirable presentation for the layman. But, as in any popular exposition, some of the ideas were necessarily vague. A more rigorous treatment might be of great value to scientists . . .
Another of my questions dealt with the fact that, in all editions of his first book, The White Sands Incident (first published in 1954),5 the date of the incident is given as 4 July 1950. Yet 10 years after publication he admitted that the incident actually occurred on 4 July 1949.
'I had to change it,' he explained. 'In the last edition, I told the publisher to change it, but he decided this might not be good for publicity, and he kept it to 1950 after I'd said to change it, because there was now no need to hide the fact that it was 1949.'
'So there was a reason?' I asked.
'There was a reason,' Dan replied, 'because it turned out to be a year later than he had originally planned — that Alan could be here. He thought it could be done in four years; it actually took five years. Now, had the Pentagon, for example, taken this book seriously, at that time there was a pretty good chance they could have tracked him down. There had to be an escape mechanism. The fact is that on the evening of the Fourth of July 1950 I was not at White Sands — I didn't arrive there until later in July. And everyone in White Sands Proving Grounds and in Aerojet knows that.'
Fry held several security clearances during his time at White Sands, and when The White Sands Incident was published, he immediately took the first copy to the security section at Aerojet. 'I said, "Read this over, and if you find any violation of security, speak now." They read it over, and said there was no violation. And that copy was put into the Aerojet Technical Library — under non-fiction. It happened that the President of Aerojet served a term as Secretary of the Navy, and during that time was flying to Japan when he was supposedly buzzed by a UFO that circled his plane a number of times, in broad daylight and at close range. So this individual knew perfectly well that these things were not just swamp gas.'
Others at White Sands were equally convinced that UFOs were a reality. Commander Robert McLaughlin confirmed that on 21 April 1949 (the year of Fry's initial encounter) his team of US Navy scientists tracking a Skyhook balloon at the base observed an unusual silvery object. With the aid of a theodolite and a stopwatch, the scientists were able to ascertain that the UFO was at an altitude of 56 miles, was 40 feet long, 100 feet wide, and that its speed when first seen was seven miles per second. 'I am convinced,' said McLaughlin, 'that it was a flying saucer, and further, that these discs are spaceships from another planet, operated by animate, intelligent beings.' On another occasion, he reported, two small discs, tracked from five observation posts at White Sands, were seen to pace an Army high-altitude rocket. After circling it briefly, the discs shot off at high speed.6 McLaughlin is also quoted as saying: 'Many times I have seen flying discs following and overtaking missiles in flight at the experimental base at White Sands, New Mexico, where, as is known, the first American atom bomb was tried out.'7
Regarding the initial contact, Lou had always been incredulous about the exceptional courage shown by Fry. 'How could you just step into a dark contraption on a dark night,' she asked him, 'with nobody showing, and just a voice?'
He laughed. 'I did not have all that much courage; I mean, I tell you, my knees were knocking pretty well!'
'Well, they told him it was a sampling device,' added Florence, 'and he said after he got inside he wasn't sure that he might not be the sample!'
I have always been dubious about the authenticity of Fry's 16mm films of UFOs (copies of which are in my possession), particularly an object he said he saw in Oregon in May 1964, which to me looks like a couple of lampshades or similarly shaped devices fixed together and suspended with fine twine. He went into some detail as to the circumstances of the filming, and claimed that some frames show the limb of a cloud coming in front of the saucer. I remain unconvinced; the movement of the craft gives every indication of being a suspended fake. Perhaps I am wrong. But does this prove that Fry was lying about all his previous experiences? I think not. Most probably, he thought that a few fabricated movie films of 'saucers' would bolster his unprovable claims. I have come across a number of contactees who have done just that; Eduard (Billy) Meier being one.8
That aside, it seems to me that Fry did take at least one genuine photograph of a UFO (see plate section). The incident took place on the afternoon of 18 September 1954, as he was driving home from work on Garvey Boulevard, near Baldwin Park, California. He had no camera with him so, having just passed a drugstore, he made a U-turn and hastily purchased a Brownie box-camera and film. The UFO was photographed and within minutes the film given to the same store for processing.9
What is perhaps most striking about Dan Fry's account is that part which concerns the technology of flying saucer energy and propulsion. Regardless of his credentials, not only is Fry's description sophisticated because of his own technical career, but it is inherently more scientifically advanced and theoretically pristine than was anywhere available or studied in 1949-50. The kind of even now hypothetical physics and engineering that Fry says he was told about by Alan only began to be seriously examined in the late 1980s and in this decade by a few prescient academics and far-reaching experimental engineers (for example, Dr Hal Puthoff), writing in peer-reviewed and critically edited scientific journals that are widely read and highly respected repositories of leading scientific thought, literally on the edge of the twenty-first century.
Fry claimed to have had in-person meetings with Alan at about five-year intervals, but was reluctant to provide me with a description of the man. Concerning the success of his masquerade, Alan told Fry at their initial meeting, 'My first real test will come when I walk down the street of any of your larger cities, and if anyone — anyone — turns their head to look at me, then it would mean that I had failed somewhere.' Dan also remarked that the life expectancy of Alan's race was about two and a half times that of ours, and that two other individuals would be taking Alan's place eventually, in an attempt to keep a lid on the possibility of a nuclear holocaust.
Finally, Fry discussed the confusing variety of alien species with which we are confronted. 'Probably most of the confusion in the field,' he commented, 'has been caused by the need of many people to force all of the UFO phenomenon into one hole. Each individual case is an individual event that should be judged on its own merits. To think that all beings visiting this planet come from the same place, with the same purpose, and in the same type of craft, is like standing on the corner of 42nd Street and Broadway, watching all the people go by and assuming they all come from the same place, with the same purpose, and the same habits. We live in a galaxy that teems with life and intelligence in every direction — once we get our egos under control enough to admit the fact. We're just one of a series of evolutionary products — and by no means the leading one . . .'10
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